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There is no sweet- er place to dwell Than 




eon past tone 




here, Mar-ceUe! Could an-gels love you half *o well as I, Mar-celle? ThereTs 





not in heav*n an an - gel bright Could match your liv- ing eyes of light! God 




Copyright MCKVIII by The JohnChurvH Company 
Intwmtiotwl Copyright 











no retard 






grant 111 


nev-er 


say good-night To 
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sto- ries sweet hath heav'n to tell To you, Mar - cell©? What 




n i j * 



i j j j j 



e ' r ilZP : 



lju> j^ J, j 
















' *^~ 




ech-oes wh 


ere their an-the 


ms swell, L 


ike 


> yours, Mi 


ir-cel 


e? There where 


Faith— makes a 


& ir J 


* r 

r J — 


1 


r 




a ■+- 


> ■ -■ J J 


ti J J J 


^■p .. '* .^^^J 
















"o 






gild - - ed dome For all the shel - ter - less that roam, What 





like your kiss when I oome home Jo you, Mar - - celle?. 




All sor-rows whit& the day befell seem'd feint, Mar-celle? I on-ty knew you loved me we!l,Mar- 




Sroader 




celle, Mar-celle! A cab - in door was home tome, And in your Love's sim- 




ad lib. 




plic - i-ty Earth sweet- er seem'd than heaVn could be, Mar-celle, Mar- 



Tempo I. 




you, Mar-celle, Should break of Love the mag- ic sp«U that made Mar-celle! God 





would have noth-ing for me there, Where shine His an- gels, crown'd and fair, Save 




your bright eyes and gold-en hair, Mar-celle, Max - - celleL 




